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Summary:
They had been on the road for days now and nothing was working out. Running out of options, Andrew took matters into his own hands, coming up with a plan, so they could go to hell together.

Chapter 1: What Is My Life Worth
Chapter Text
The car's stereo played pop song after pop song as he drove down the desolate road, his sister still asleep in the backseat. Oddly enough, she had been very quiet so far—something he didn’t really mind.

At this point he was completely convinced that if he died she would join him soon after, never leaving his side. The car they stole sped up, his foot pressing down on the paddle harder when he thought about his stupid little sister.

The same little sister that had made him do so many awful things. A sigh escaped him, his own tired eyes looking back at him when he glanced into the rearview mirror.

And how he hated it, what had he done for his life to start going this way, was it the incident with Nina or had it begun much earlier? It was probably the latter.

He knew no matter what, Ashley would make his life even worse. With each passing day his list of sins grew, just one more murder, because they had to. Because they couldn’t just be normal and not snoop on their weird neighbor.

Now his once sweet little sister was running into hell without a care in the world. And Andrew knew he could no longer stop her, he was too far gone, she was too far gone—they were both too far gone. Tumbling right into the pitch black abyss, hand in hand.

Slowing down, he pulled into a rest stop, parking neatly like always. His eyes fell on the date displayed on his dashboard, the date they had buried Nina.

Shutting off the car, he stepped outside, locking it just to be safe. Lighting a cigarette, telling himself he just needed a moment to stretch his legs, only to sit down on a bench near the edge of the forest.

Blowing out some smoke, he looked at the stars high up in the sky, convincing himself this would all be over soon. He couldn’t even pretend to be normal anymore, his mind decaying more and more with each passing day.

By the time Andrew returned to the car, Ashley was awake, looking at him through the window like a dog left there on a hot summer day. He had to do everything he could to not laugh when he saw her pout, slamming her fists against the window.

Shouting at him about leaving her alone the moment he got into the driver’s seat. Sighing, he shook his head telling her to calm down.

“I just went to stretch my legs.”

“As if I believe that! For all I know, you picked up some random whore on the side of the street!”

“You do realize targeting my defense sister in the back seat would have been easier, right?”

“Oh so you do love me, Andy.”

At the nickname, he remained silent, simply glaring her way before shifting his gaze to the weapon on the passenger seat. Wondering if he should just ditch the plan he had come up with and end it right here.

Uncomfortable, Ashley shifted around in the backseat putting some distance between them. All of a sudden she looked much smaller and meeker, for a brief moment he swore he even saw fear in her eyes.

No, he shouldn’t stray from the path he had so carefully crafted these past days on the road. He had to make sure their ending was perfect. Not saying a word, he turned around, putting on his seatbelt and starting the car.

Oddly enough, Ashley remained quiet, even wearing her seatbelt without being told to do so.

After what must have been hours, they found a motel that would let them stay. The atmosphere between them having returned to a more natural state.

Ashley’s head poking out from the bathroom while she excitedly told Andrew there was a bath—and that she was calling first dibs. Because of course she would, though in this case it was perfect.

Once the bath was running and the door locked, he got to work, making sure the carbon monoxide detector wouldn’t work. Carefully taking some extra linen and putting it by the window, leaving the first to place against the doors later.

Soon this room would be their final resting place. Turning on the TV, he remained neutral, waiting until Ashley returned—and once she did, she suggested for them to rest more.

“Do we have to?”

“I haven’t slept for well over fifteen hours.” He replied dryly, reminding her she couldn’t drive, so changing who drove wasn’t an option either.

Sighing, she let go of the topic, saying she would at least get a good night sleep after her bath. Letting her do as she pleased, Andrew continued watching TV, until an hour turned into two.

Doing his best to make no noise, he looked her way, even hovering over her bed, making sure she truly was asleep. Confirming she was in fact out like a light, he put the last puzzle pieces in place.

Truly sealing the two of them inside, fiddling with the stove proved to be a lot more difficult though. Making much more noise than he would like—luckily she was a deep sleeper, her body stills malnourished from their three months stuck in the apartment. The little food they got on the road probably didn't help with that matter either, though soon that wouldn't be an issue anymore.

Holding his nose closer to the stove, he tried to see if he could smell the carbon monoxide already, which he instantly did. Smiling, Andrew pinched his nose, knowing there was no escaping their end.

Creeping back towards their separate beds, he found his sister sleepily rubbing her eye, asking why he was still awake.

“Oh, I just had to pee.”

“You sure it’s not because you had a nightmare? You’re looking a little down.”

“Ah, is it that noticeable?” He replied, lying through his teeth.

“Yup, you know what, let's make tonight extra comfy!” Patting a spot on her bed, she basically told him to join her. Smiling, he went along with it, getting nice and comfortable as she forced herself into his embrace.

When he pulled her even closer, she tried to look at him—to no avail. Kissing the top of her head, Andrew told her to just go back to sleep, and that he would be laying right there with her.

Yes, he would lay there right with her, into a calming end as they walked into hell hand in hand.


Chapter 2: The Dead Come Talking
Notes:
joutaama's comment tickled my brain in a funny way so have an alt ending in which Andrew fails

Chapter Text
Except that ending never came, instead he woke up outside feeling like shit. Keeping his eyes closed he tried to think, what was his head laying on was his first concern, especially when he considered it felt awfully soft.

Well this sucks. Andrew thought to himself while his sister ran a hand through his hair, perhaps he had arrived in hell after all?

Noticing even the smallest change in his breathing, Ashley began pinching his cheek, playing dead would no longer work.

Annoyed, he slapped her hand away, sitting up, his head still pounded—carbon monoxide poisoning without a doubt.

Looking at his sibling, he did feel some surprise, the area underneath her eyes was oddly red, as if she had been crying. But that couldn’t be right, Ashley only fake cried, so things went her way, surely she wouldn’t cry thinking he died.

Right?

“So what was that for?” She said, sounding annoyed.

“Well, isn’t it obvious? I tried killing us, mostly myself, though.”

“Well yes that much is obvious but why…?”

“Are you seriously asking that?”

Ashley remained silent, breaking eye contact, she knew he had been struggling. Always having to take care of her, being the only one in the house showing her some affection. And how did she reward that? She pushed and pushed, so he would always stay with her.

Suddenly his way of them dying together didn’t seem that bad anymore, though she definitely would have liked to know.

“Anyway, how did you know? You were out like a light.”

“The stupid trinket, obviously, would have really appreciated it if it had warned me earlier and not at the last possible minute.”

“Hm, yeah, I probably should have taken it from you.”

Without saying anything, Ashley punched him in the shoulder, clearly not liking that thought. Instead, asking if he still wanted to commit suicide. Which he answered with a plain and simple yes, yes he did.

“Well, stop that, would you?”

Invading his personal space, she hugged him, while Andrew simply sat there, unsure if this was just another way to guilt-trip him or not.

Only when he felt her tremble ever, so slightly, he realized it was the latter. Ashley couldn’t be without him, just like he couldn’t be without her, even if she made his life a living hell.

The arms that had hovered around her back slowly embraced her, his head resting on hers. Ashley’s voice was muffled when she spoke up, asking if he really didn’t want to be Andy anymore.

“Yeah, I’m done with being that guy.”

“Will Andrew at least stay with me like Andy did?”

“Depends, are you going to push me around like him?”

“Um, probably?”

“Then I won’t stay.” Pushing her away, he tried to stand up, only for his sister to throw her arms around his waist, shouting that she wouldn’t let him.

Not caring, he continued walking forward, yet he still felt a little bad when he heard her yelp in pain as her legs scraped over the pavement. Despite that, she didn’t let go—instead holding on tighter all the way to the car.

Finally, he stopped looking down at Ashley who was gritting her teeth, glaring up at him, dead set on not letting go. “If you don’t want me pushing you around, then what do you want?”

“Do I really have to repeat all that?”

“No…” Pressing her face into his shirt, Ashley asked if he still was planning on dying. Which he obviously was.

“There’s a perfectly good car here for it, you know. I could rig it up and give us carbon monoxide poisoning again, drive it into a tree or off a bridge.”

“Hahaha, let’s not.” She laughed, her face going from smiles to deadpan. “We’ve come so far we can’t die in some lame way, I want to see this through to the end.”

“And then what? Your toy only has charge left, we’ll have to sacrifice someone else soon enough, knowing you, you’ll want to have a bite as well.” Continuing, he told her dying was the better option for them.

“Then, what if I do the killing the next few times?”

“As if I’ll believe that.”

Standing up, Ashley pressing a finger to her bleeding leg, before pushing it against his nose. “How about we make a proper promise, then. You won’t try to kill us, and I’ll be the one doing the killing from now on.”

“Only if I get to add another condition.” Pressing a finger against her knee, he swore he felt some glass alongside whatever grime in her wound. Mirroring her actions, he pressed his finger to her nose. “You will never call me Andy again, no matter what.”

“That’s not fair! That’s two things!” Ashley protested.

Putting up one finger, Andrew spoke. “Your request was also two things, to not kill you.” Then he put up a second, “and myself.”

“Fine… I’ll do the killing, and you’ll be Andrew from now on, no matter what.”

“Good, now get in, we need to find a rest stop, so we can fix up your legs.”

“Can’t we just you know? Use the motel?” She said, pointing down the street, only for Andrew to smack her over the head.

“Are you seriously stupid? By now they know we’re the cause of that carbon monoxide leak, in fact we should be out of here already.”

“Fine.” Ashley grumbled, waking to the passenger side, plopping into the seat while he did the same. “Let’s go then, Andrew.”

Reversing the car before flooring the paddle, they left the motel behind.